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The big dump she took in the toilet, specifically. 
At a friend’s house, before a show. She clogged 
the toilet. 


She went to go before the show. Because she was 
having a panic attack. Um, she failed to unclog 
the toilet. Though she had tried very hard. THE 
END 


PRE-SHOW PANIC ATTACK DUMP 

My friend and I, who will not be named, 
discussed stories for the zine. I said, the story can 
be anything, about the toilet, even. So she told 
me a story about the toilet. 


GUPPY, TEVA, LILLITH, SORRY GOLDEN 
STATE, SOME SICK DJ, CENTRE 
NEGATIVE @ THE BEARDED 
LADY ??/12/19 


Oh um, I promised I would include some juicy 
(shitty) details. 


Illustration 1: Guppy 


- Pic by Marek? 


It’s so hard though because she told it better than 
me. I was totally rapt. I’m trying too hard to 
remember it word for word. This behind-the- 
scenes-of-the-scene stuff, the inside scoop (of 
shit). Some of it can’t be replicated. 

You never know these things we get up to really, 
in the details, unless you come to the shows and 
talk to us. 

I’m a terrible reporter. Ughhhh. Now, on to some 
show reviews. 


This was a great show. So great I don’t know if I 
can be bothered sharing with you, such was the 
relaxed self-indulgence of the event. 

The power of the music was such, that it perhaps 
created a mild, unconscious psychotic notion in 
myself that, everyone could hear it. You already 
know what a great show it was, somehow, 
magically. 

Seeing as I’m logical, though, and skeptical, not 
someone to assume too much that I’m beaming 
out endless good vibezzz and togetherness , and 
this is a show I keep thinking to write about, I 
will write about it. 

Self indulgence is a bit of a loose, imprecise (I 
like to be logical, scientific, technically correct) 
word due to the self-escaping synchronicity 
between the bodies on the dancefloor and the 
lack of ill consequences, except for my relaxed 
state leading me not to be hundred percent sharp 
at the odd depressing topic brought up. Turns out 
it didnt matter that much cause the recipient of 
the flippant remark couldn’t remember the night. 
They sprinted past me during the encore requests 
for Lillith saying, “shot gun the bar!” (or was it 
shotty the bar? I can’t remember what people say 
these days). 

It was actually, too intense of a show, to begin 
really thinking about what to write about it. It’s 
like there’s more than one headline acts and they 



are very different to each other. And all 
screaming for attention except the DJ. 

This was Guppy’s famous first show. Started 
moving immediately after they started, goosebu,p 
kind of feeling. You should watch it on youtube. 
All the sets were good, but Guppy, special 
mention. One of my favourite shows for sure. 

Lots of people coming back from out of town, 
too. Teva! For instance. Anyhow I can’t do the 
whole show justice, it’s overwhelming. So I’ll 
leave it here. Watch it on youtube. 



Illustration 2: Lillith - Pic by March? 


SOOT, THE CHATS DJ AND SLEAFORD 
MODS @ THE TRIFFID 12/03/20 

What happened there was I stood in the crowd 
and watched all these people move around to the 
programmed beat, “Aow naow they got the 
experts in...” And I ‘d worked my way through 
the packed room in a chain of some friends (there 
were about 25 people I knew to see this ranting 
English laptop + mic duo) And I’d noticed it was 
sort of yuppie expert-looking people moving 
around - like without wanting to be judgemental 
- it just made me think a bit. The beats, so sharp, 
so repetitive, it’s like a neat cross between 
techno, rap, post punk, industrial, spoken word 
rants... Articulate lefty type rants about 
unemployment and all that stuff I relate to. But I 
was standing there - and it’s hard to convey that 
sense of solidness and somewhat separation I felt 
then and there -1 was reluctant to really lose 
myself in it all. 


Also I didn’t know any of their material sans the 
Jobseeker song that I’d seen on YouTube at 
Matts/116 on a drunken late night YouTube binge 
(makes me a bit sad to think about) and I hadn’t 
liked it a lot then because, you know, hit too 
close to home I guess, in a way, but also it was 
them with working class image being fetishised, 
stereotyped, on this stage to give the down n out 
a voice, but almost like making a mockery, a 
capitalist sideshow... 

Anyway, still, it was a good atmosphere, great 
mix of people, smart looking, cool looking 
people. I’d had my third beer and was holding 
the plastic schooner glass. The vox man said 
something, in his hyper fast ranting indignation 
that I could barely hear what he was saying, 
“They don’t care about the war on women...” etc. 
And I was thinking about this mechanical 
performance, again and again, performed 
clockwork on stages, on TV, ever 5 rwhere around 
the world, for decades properly, it was ah, so 
settled in, and what does someone going on 
about a ‘war on women’ usually know about 
women? I was skeptical. And we’re just moving 
around, bobbing up and down like the consumer- 
automatons we’re supposed to be! Ahh yeah they 
get it, we get it... War on women... what is that? 
Ahhh.. I should know I’m a woman. Durr. I 
dunno. Ha everything’s dumb. How much do 
people really care? Hey they might be great but 
something’s not quite clicking in this dull brain 
of mine. 

I dunno if im too dumb or too smart -1 thought I 
was too smart for this, I think. I thought I was 
being meta. I thought, I would take what they are 
doing to the next level. I held my plastic glass in 
my hand and thought, I could throw this. That 
would be appropriate. This tense music... And I 
bet they’re humble guys too. Maybe they’d love 
it to get a bit rowdy. Maybe that’s just the cherry 
on top, for someone to show, hey, they’re not the 
guys on the top, were not just consumers. We’re 
participants. We’re the rabble. Head scratch. 

Well this doesn’t make as much sense here as it 
did in my head but I threw a plastic bottle 
instead. Gareful not to hit him. I’m angry and 
confused and that’s it. That’s a perfectly good 
reason. I have the authority to decide that. 



Time went on and I got into the music quite a bit, 
actually. Finn was like, “They have our 
thoughts!” “Yeah!” I said. And we danced. WeTe 
more gentle dancers, Finn, Tess and I but 
everyone got a bit rowdy when Jobseeker came 
on. Good exercise. Maybe we should listen to 
this at the gym as we get in shape for fighting the 
good class war (‘war’ in a metaphorical sense). 

There was a stockier guy getting really into it and 
Finn, being a gentleman in the mosh pit, offered 
to be a buffer between me and the guy. 

We could look like the vocalist. Little bits of spit 
would come out all the time when he talked and 
he’d move around like a dancing bro all the time 
and the laptop guy too. Not clear what he was 
doing but he’d be moving all the time, same 
mechanical moves and he put his hand up like to 
have a drag of a cigarette at the end of a song but 
I guess it was illegal to do it indoors for real. I 
ended up having to leave after the Jobseeker song 
because I might’ve pissed myself any longer in 
that mosh pit in an event of unfortunately landed 
bodily contact. 

At some point this bouncer was giving guys in 
front of me a warning. “Who threw that bottle? If 
you throw a bottle, you’re out... tell all your 
friends.” I tapped him on the shoulder. “Who 
tapped me on the shoulder?” he said as he jerked 
around. “It was me.” I said, looking into his eyes 
with sincerity, trust in his fairness and with 
guileless honesty. “Last warning,” he said. “I’m 
enjoying this show too. I should kick you out just 
for that but last warning...” I nodded respectfully 
(Submit to the authorities the Lord says ;).* Also 
I had my mod jacket on and also look much too 
sad to be a threat, I think? I didn’t wanna make 
his job harder, dunno if I thought about that. I 
was just... asserting my agency as an individual 
or something. Not gonna just dance out my 
disaffection with this tidbit of pseudo solidarity. 
That was my tidbit of independent rebellion but 
hey. 

Anyhow it was a great show, worth seeing, good 
energy. Very mechanical. Very passionate. 

SOOT had played first, then The Chats were 
there just sitting at a table with a six pack and a 
playlist of songs they picked, waving at people 


and giving a thumbs up. It was more like 
conceptual art (I think Glen thought that first). 

SOOT played probably their neatest, most 
intense set. Possibly last one too. Glen filmed it 
and put it on youtube. I was proud to know them. 
It is rare to see them in such as well organised 
setting too, I usually think of them in a lounge 
room. This time spaced out across a stage, filling 
it up, funnily, being the support act. So much 
substance, so much technical ability. Jim wearing 
a tartan skirt facing his back to the audience with 
his saxophone thing, his xylophone, while the 
girls on rock instruments did the vocals all 
together. Tia looking fierce in a suit with red 
lipstick playing an anthemic sounding, military¬ 
like beat with shouting lyrics but mostly 
indiscernible - the spirit of the fight was there 
but the ideological crispness replaced by soft 
confusion/deliberate ambiguity and a line, 
“Heaven is a place you can feel,” or something 
like that. There was hope there. Helena and Riley 
in their pretty skirts (edit: soz, I don’t mean to 
sound creepy there... like my thought of hope n 
heaven had something to do with the girls in 
skirts haha). They played B52’s Give Me Back 
My Man... and it impressed on me that this song 
choice has a deeper meaning. It’s not just about 
literally getting a man back. It’s about... all men. 
Where are the proper men? Gave me something 
like goosebumps. 

I wanna say something about the Ghats, I think I 
wrote something kind of mean a long time ago. 
Like they were just kids writing about tough life 
is for working class Australia, but Smoko didn’t 
capture it all, was a bit trivialising. But you 
know, so what? Heaps of people liked the song, 
brightened many working people’s days. I think I 
have tall poppy syndrome. They seem like good 
boys. Or am I being a sycophant? Mindless 
deference to popular opinion? I dunno eh. 

It was a good night, biggest night out before the 
shutdown. Good memories. My eyes are opening 
a bit, to how mass gathering can be fun, just a bit. 

Also I had gotten there not expecting as many 
people I knew, fresh zines in hand after I had not 
written any fun ones in a while and got to give 
them out. 



MORE ON SOOT 

Their 7” fundraiser that I wrote a happy review 
about a few zines ago was truthfully one of their 
darkest sets yet. Somebody’s Dad who was there 
said they didn’t like it. Somebody else quit the 
band later because too much darkness. They are a 
great band. The new release is great. Just wanted 
to print the truth... that I was a bit air-headed 
about. Soot-smudged rosy glasses of my own 
design, for my own publication purposes. 


LOW LIFE - LIVE @ OPERA HOUSE VIA 
THRILL HILL TV, CATHOLIC GUILT 1 ” 
(2020, SYDNEY AU) AND MORE 


Have to say, I hadn’t listened to a lot of Low Life 
in a while. I pretty much ignored their Downer 
EDM release until recently, save for a quick skim 
through. Didn’t so much want anything to do 
with low lives, didn’t want to be one. On the 
straight and narrow. Hopelessness was too real. 
“Those who call evil good and good evil are as 
good as dead, who turn darkness into light and 
light into darkness, who turn bitter into sweet and 
sweet into bitter.” What’s it mean? Cling to the 
good. 

But anyhow, I came around to them again. I can’t 
remember how or why but I got into the Catholic 
Guilt release first. No, no. I watched their live 
stream of the Opera House show with Glen. 
That’s how. I took a sip of this fake vodka and 
juice drink and I saw one of them take a swig 
from a wine bottle beside an amp. I suddenly 
realised I felt the alcohol. The familiar memories 
of shows came back. Ha, I took a sip, he took 
one. Synchronicity. State-dependent memory. 

I’d turned to religion and religion and culture 
bleed across each other liberally. If I can keep 
control, on the inside, keep surrendered to God 
and the futility of all things, could this not be 
good? Drink of the cup... remember Jesus. 
Healthism is not my religion. The point is 
relationship, not religion. Sometimes you make 
sacrifices. You take risks. You open up. But I 
have to be careful with intoxicants lest I fall 
down the slippery slope of rationalisations 


leading back to addiction, bad romance and 
psychosis. The illusions of sociability and Ghrist- 
like sacrifice through screwing over your health, 
trying to destroy the fascist, insular part of you 
with force (or bringing out the inner fasc... 
faschion.. fascist? I dunno). And where is my 
calling? Do I have a calling? There’s no 
‘balancing act’ between high and low life (unless 
yr lame middle class). No contrived activity. Just 
need a real purpose, everything subordinate to 
that. I just don’t want to die in vain. That’s all I 
want. I just want a story to tell. I want suffering 
to mean something. I can’t ask not to suffer. I just 
don’t want it to be in vain. For Satan. Anyhow! 
God uses what Satan makes for good in the end, 
whatever this is. 

Gatholic Guilt 7”. Two songs about lust back to 
back. Where do you direct your attention? The 
filth is in every direction. Did you know what the 
word Gatholic means, by the way? It means 
universal. Isn’t that beautiful? 

Everybody is low life scum. Lustful, 
materialistic, spiritual/dissociative in 
compensation for the scum. Just take yourself 
away in historical iconography, some heaven 
somewhere else whether it be you, me, Rihanna, 
Dolce Giabbana, (+ dole cheque banana), or the 
red church on the hill. “Guess watch, gucci dress, 
giabanna girls, represent.” Represent. Gatholic 
church. Kingdom of God. Madonna, Lady Gaga. 
Gorporate whores aren’t we all. Wear the brand 
name. Catholic, universal. Image and the reality 
don’t line up. But at least we can dream. Know 
you’re bad, that’s the thing, the culture marches 
forward, over the face of the earth readying for 
apocalypse. Why is it that Catholics are 
associated with the left? Red, blood, left-wing, 
multi-colours, inclusive, faithless ritual or not. 
Low Life hymns, ascetic and honest, collectivist, 
profound, yet vacuous? I’m scared. Fear God. 
These are loose ties, you can turn on your priest. 

I don’t know if I trust them, I don’t know who I 
trust. Don’t know if I trust the image, or the 
reality. Or I trust the ideals, not the reality, or the 
image, not the reality or vice versa. Out of sync, 
double vision. 

“The antichrist a positive person. Sodomise and 
spit on the cross. No basic life no basic beliefs.” 
Catholic Guilt was originally meant for Dogging 



but it was released in 2020 around when Cardinal 
Pell was acquitted. Dream Machine was on 
Dogging but this one’s a remix by Total Control, 
a techno version, not as dark, pretty classy, bit of 
saxophone added. It’s almost like the contrast 
between the Catholics and the rest makes it 
better.* This seems like, wholesome or 
something. The Amazonian Queen, “I wish you 
were here, here to dominate me, here to destroy 
me.” Pop music, pop culture, hints at a new era. 
“My mum’s out, my junks out, Rihanna give me 
a shoutout.” But the dick, the dick is still find a 
way to win under the selfless narrative. “And 
I’ve had a massive shot.” Escapism, medication. 



Illustration 3: Their post-show 
treat. Good news, Resch's is still 
aroundl 


It’s low life, but the least it can do is take me 
under the fold away from the right wing masc 
white working class ignorance temptation. And it 
does... You think there is a swastika on the 
thumbnail of the Downer Edn (2019) cover but 
it’s firmly crossed out. Darbs (2011) in 
Submission, “I beat it into submission. I’m in the 
fetal position...” “It’s a disgrace to be white, it’s 
a disgrace to be attached to Aussie pride. ” To 
ward off the spectre of fascism, if it’s the least we 
can do, by coming right up to it and grab it by the 
neck? But there’s a little crack in my brain still 
that says this is like a %10 a satire of the left too. 
Why should we be left or right anyway? Rather 
find myself in the nuance, the detail, the 
collective pain and pleasure. On the floor, 
beating yourself into submission? It’s a disgrace 
to be white? Also, you’re beating off to Rihanna? 
You can’t seriously rally around that, you had to 
make art out of that kind of humiliatio n? 
depressive, ineffectual habit to not play the 
victim there. “Why can’t I be like that? Such 


grace, such poise...” You’ll never be like that. 
Low Life has grace, though. But you know, it’s 
R18+, it’s not the centre of culture. 

The thread of maligned lust and dreams runs 
strong. D.N.A. D.N.A... I’m not sure where the 
band is situated with regards to male chauvinism 
but I’m sure they don’t quite fit in with that 
mold. If they could fit in with male chauvinism, 
wouldn’t they? If I could have been a Gold Coast 
clubrat hanging of the arm of a dominant male, 
wouldn’t i? Something happened to make me., 
cultured, twisted, but strangely puritan. We’re 
after this primal kind of inclusion, we dream, we 
medicate, meditate... “Pop music, pop culture...” 
Pop, ease, convenience, dominance, default, herd 
instinct, just slide into it if you’re a kid. 

Life is full of small repetitious rituals and 
friendships. The rituals are not really conducive 
to nurturing the body but more, the collective. 
Sometimes it errs towards taking for yourself 
(priest rape, greed) sometimes putting the group 
over yourself, sometimes putting aesthetic and 
fleeting social connection over all else for a 
feeling of the eternal. Lust Forevermore video, 
split frames of individuals, looking like they’ve 
lived a bit, characters, some in masks hinting at 
some criminal and/or revolutionary intent. People 
are coming in and out of frames, like coming in 
and out of buildings, taking a swig out of a beer 
bottle or can, looking at the camera, mix of girls 
n guys, sometimes greeting and hugging, 
generally smiling, looking confident to be there. 



Illustration 4:1 wonder what he's 
thinking? 







“Solely owned by the loveless core, solely 
owned by the loveless corporation...” The 
vacuum of social organisation, people walking in 
and out, up and down stairs, collectivist and 
individualist at the same time... Love for all and 
love for none. The ‘nothing’ becomes a force. 

The distortion gives a really spaced out 
wondrous feeling too. In the end they all gather 
together in front of the camera seemingly stoked 
on their company together and nothing else. They 
are the loveless corporation but there’s a faint 
hint at the utopian, universal instinct there. They 
are familiar with each other. The lovelessness, 
the coolness is a pose. Or is it? I’m sure there’s 
some reality behind the Low Life name. But with 
all of us. 

“I’m just an android, enabled to feel,” “titanium 
tears manufacturing all emotion” “bionic brain 
just going through the motions.” Not sure exactly 
where this is coming from. I can relate. Me, mee, 
I want to be part of the collective. No, no, I can 
relate. “Defective model disguised and 
undetected.” It could be a collectivist ice cold 
calculation of tbe general interest and toughening 
of the exterior. Spirituality is not incompatible 
with materialism. Determinism is not 
incompatible with free will. Materialism is not 
incompatible with communism (but.. I could s t ill 
say that we are too materialistic). Haa. What’s 
this stuff even mean? It feels funny to write. I’m 
not giving this music total reverence but wbo 
ever gives anything total reverence? Even their 
own religion? My heart is slightly broken. I’m 
not a catholic but I kind of want to be, I want to 
steal the label. I want the labels, I want the 
clothes. Can’t tell who’s acting who isn’t. Who’s 
real or not? Am I real? I guess I am. I’m really a 
bit wary of anything religious seeming. Anything 
with groups. But if it’s empty, hollow, honest, so 
what? Isn’t that a good thing? But what do we do 
when shit goes down? There’s nothing, no-one to 
pray to, no, “In the name of Low Life, what’re 
you doing?” Unless you’re becoming a nazi. Do 
what you want, just don’t become a nazi. Look as 
good as you want, just don’t be mean to others. 
Love one another, the Lord said. 

Class warfare through aesthetic pride, religious 
authority. They communicate religious authority 
to me. I don’t care how many people care. I saw 


them live via live stream from the Opera House, 
drank some cheap vodka wine with Aldi 
multivitamin juice. One cup. Contradiction 
mixer, the stuff was like, ethanol, I was jokingly 
told. Anyhow. I get too obsessive over these little 
things. Not really connected to anywhere, I can 
withdraw into self, into internet, or go away. (An 
intermediary between Low Life and this is 
isolation, perhaps, is Shut Up!! by Centre 
Negative. Michael walks around with an ice 
cream smiling and waving at people who you 
can’t see, feeds a bird, watches other groups of 
people, he’s walking around but the screen just 
becomes a mess of pixelated logos... I dunno 
what I mean by an intermediary but I want to 
mention it) 



Illustration 5: Lust Forevermore 
screenshot 


Low Life played the Opera House to ‘nobody’, 
but had at least 20 instragram story reports of 
people watching them. That’s an alright turnout. 
They had someone as a guest, who I thought, 
“whoa he looks unbelievable cool,” with a 
Western Sydney Wanderers scarf lying over his 
head, a blunt wispy fringe combed directly 
downwards like Frankenstein, then realised he 
had come to my house when I did that awkward 
Terorist set in alien glasses and an anime wig. He 
was quite an affable guy and said he liked the 
Tom Bartsch show poster with the plastic bag 
drawing on it. Plastic bags had just been banned 




so it was to commemorate. I didn’t know 
anything about the guy though, that he had done 
Distort zine, was in Total Control. Was Distort 
zine that mystery zine that I had found at the 
Robina library? Maybe I will find out some day. 
Anyhow, back to Low Life. Western Sydney 
football / soccer? Chants. Do you call it football 
or soccer? Anyhow, Australia’s class conflict 
comes out nowhere as passionate and strong as in 
the passion of Western Sydney Wanderers. Is it a 
coincidence that the colours are black and red? 
“You know who the fuck we are, we are Western 
Sydney, you know who the fuck we are, we are 
RBB... [SYT etc]” I don’t even know what those 
acronyms mean. “United under the banner, of 
like hardship and mischief...” “In another life I’ll 
change. I’ll make no mistakes.” I don’t think 
that’s a football chant but it sounds like it. Things 
must be really dire there. See the Nter shirt on 
the Lust Forevermore video. Went through a 
phase of listening to Aussie rap, esp. Western 
Sydney rap for a bit, when I was on stimulants 
and felt hard. Now it just, uh, feels hard. 
Contemplating Mark Latham too. Mark Latham, 
what happened to him? I feel bad for pestering 
him. (He got totally bombarded with PM’s from 
drunk kids from my office here). 



Illustration 6: Rennaisance painting-like scenes 
- hard to get s screenshot of the graceful group 
movement 


Low Life, reach out horizontally and vertically in 
a way. What else can you do? Your 
F.R.I.E.N.D.S. and everyone might be proper 
scum (“Jaded, and twisted...” “Down in a 
hole...”) but you have to have some kind of form 
(edit: form of what? Posture?) in life (Just to die 
for.). Arms wide open, outwards. Why’d the song 
excite me so much? Gold Coast, Cold Ghost. 
Sitcom-level belonging. More on this vertical 
thing... “Who owns you now? Who owns you 


now?” That’s the first song on Downer Edn. 
There’s another song called Rave Slave (my 
housemate’s Instagram name is techno slave, 
coincidentally). It makes me contemplate, 
uneasily, what spiritual influence this has. Or 
maybe it makes me look in a mirror at how 
hollow I can be. Is this the ceiling? The peak? 

I’m also not sure if I’m a poverty tourist. I should 
know better. I should have something to live for. 

I dunno, though. The strains of poverty, mental, 
social breakdown, working class drudgery... I 
dunno what went on (in my family, my friend’s). 
Maybe I’m trying to solve some kind of mystery 
about myself by listening to this. That’s part of it. 
Maybe it’s picking a side? Which symbolic 
authority? Where do I draw my strength, find 
myself summoned to? 

The cynic in me says, more guys making bad 
decisions and glorifying it. I’m not a victim 
though., it’s their problem, their risk, not mine. 
It’s something nice to look at, listen to at a 
distance. Writing in this vaguely academic, 
detached way, superficially skirting across 
different aesthetic traditions, making connections 
like a crystal, like swirly water bubbles, staring at 
a cityscape, cold, fearing, falsely connected, 
looking around thinking “yeah, we look the best” 
on a Saturday or Sunday before everybody goes 
home to their business after the confessional. 
Name drops, greetings, odes to poverty. But 
that’s just me, looking on. Look at the picture of 
them, arms over each other’s shoulders, they look 
like characters, they look like real friends. I want 
to be a character, I wanted to be a character, back 
on the Cold Ghost. That’s what I wanted, even if 
I had to grind myself down, get a few extra 
wrinkles, a dead look in my eye. There’s real 
things happening somewhere, real changes, 
conflicts, even if played out in the symbolic, 
spiritual realm. Even if it’s just making yourself a 
strong, belonging character like a video game 
cosplay as a kid where you might’ve wandered 
away at the family BBQ carrying a stick, looking 
up at the evening star. Bits of basil from the 
backyard. You can eat these, live of these right? 
Ascetic, aesthetic. I’m not really in the loop here, 
I feel like some old guy writing about the young 
ones. Like Everett True or something. I dunno 
where I’m going. Low Life wouldn’t be a good 
influence for children. What’re we going to leave 
children, if we have any? They are the worship 



music, the warnings, the legends... The press are 
the ministers... Who has the right, to spiritually 
minister? What wretch like I? 


kind of prank. They would know it was me 
because of my shoes though, perhaps. Anyhow, 
Low Life is cool, they make me feel good when I 
feel like I dont deserve it. 


Something else is how Low Life dignify the low. 
Forgive me of my sins. Low Life, and take me 
into your collective. But you, I bet you’re a priest 
like the rest of them. Why do we look to old 
creepy men? Take the kids to church but don’t let 
em get close. Gotta be hard. 

“atomised by the pure hatred...” “Rewire it so 
nothing else hurts.” “Down under., the bottom of 
tbe earth...” 


*More on Catholicism, Catholic guilt. The law... 
the law comes down hard. The law, makes you 
want to sin. So I guess the more you think about 
law, the more you think about sin. They need 
each other. No Low Life without the High Life 
(not the filthy song, anyhow). Similar to rap n 
hip-hop. Just, uh. Life. The law, those who have 
the law but do not follow it, will be judged more 
than the rest., the scariest, most fascinating, least 
middle-of-the-road. 


What’s the difference between lust forevermore 
and love forevermore? I guess they’re the same. 
They should be integrated. 

I walked up to the Red Hill church with my tiny 
bottle of wine inside my jacket pocket a bit past 
9pm, intending to sit there and drink it and think. 
Looked up at the stars, they looked good, it 
matches the aesthetic of the music. Nature tends 
to match the aesthetic of ‘underground music, 
whatever underground means. Nature mixed with 
trash. I walked up the massive hill, decided it 
was too scary in the dark. I stood next to the wall 
at the bottom of the slope and looked up over it 
into the lit window on the side of the cathedral. 
Did God dwell there or evil? Or was it just a 
building? It looked cosy and historical. I looked 
the other way at the Suncorp Stadium and 
RC.Y.C. At the XXXX sign flashing left to right 
in red neon lights. To the left there is the 
cityscape. I lingered across the road sitting on a 
railing. Outside. I walked towards home more 
slowly than usual, looking around in people’s 
windows, calm, silly. What if I just sat there, in 
that front yard where people always sit, who I 
glance at through the bushes? People, they’re 
everywhere. I could make friends. New 
beginnings. I walked further than usual, towards 
Glamorgan. I could just go there and use their 
outdoor toilet if nothing else. What a thrill. 
Maybe I would run into Matt doing his uber eats? 
I have friends. What are people doing? I texted 
Riley and turned back. What if I went to 
Glamorgan and just sat on their toilet and drank 
the little bottle of wine, until people noticed 
someone was in their toilet? Heheheh guess who. 
I could say in a weird voice. Seems like a 90s 



EXCERPT FROM NEW LONG ARTICLE 

“...Maybe, like me, they are hanging around, 
making friends, waiting for a chance to be 
serious? They will be part of men offering 
something virtuous, not mirroring the filth? 

I saw this video of British soldiers on LSD once 
and they realised how funny it all was how they 
were dressed all serious and on serious mission. 

“The troops have lost their sense of urgency, and 
many of them are laughing. Meanwhile, radio 
communication at the beaches has become 
difficult, if not impossible. Men with no specific 
task to perform have lapsed into laughter and 
inconsequential behaviour, though they are still 
capable of sustained physical effort. This man 
nearly succeeded in felling this tree, using only a 
spade.... Seventy minutes into the administration 





of the drug, with one man climbing a tree, the 
troop commander gives up. Saying, I cannot do 
anything about this. I cannot control the men, and 
I can take no action myself. I am wiped out as an 
attacking force." 

Anyhow, this is a war not against flesh and blood 
but against powers and principalities. 

I am kind of... proud that this happened, in the 
West, and that we can laugh at it. How do you 
rebuild from there? It’s a kind of empty pride 
coming from negation... that we took a step 
backwards or sideways or inwards instead of 
following commands mindlessly. Once we 
destroy the structure, how do we rebuild, 
mentally and physically, spiritually, logistically, 
socially?” 

NOTES 1 

Tripping on philosophy 
no more dancing for the demons 

let it be new again 
the gang is over 
here 

“Guilt is a negative assessment of behaviour,” 
“...Shame is a global negative self-assessment.” 

PHONE NOTE 31/12/19 

Joseph Campbell writer 

msg [censored] - not doing well? 

Ladies 
Rojava [?] 

The memory of your body 
grows like a cancer 

Now I destroy my liver [Centre Negative lyric] 

The writers greatest friend is the trash can 
[Gerald Keaney said?] 

Trash can cover with albums going into it [idea] 
Most uniting thing there is? The trash can [Pastor 
Wang Yi quote] 


DIANA ROSS - UPSIDE DOWN (1980, USA) 

This is a beautiful disco song with angelic synth 
orchestral tones, very cool, except for the fact 
that in the bridge of the song she says that the 
boy is cheating on her but she doesn’t mind 
because he makes her feel so good. This almost 
ruins the song for me. I listen but only 
defensively, with this on my mind. Also, in the 
video, she doesn’t look very happy. This 
conspiracy theorist idea that musicians are 
hynotised into accepting oppressive structures 
and relationships... I reckon that’s totally a 
realistic thing. The song was written by men, of 
course. I don’t know them, but it’s reasonable to 
resist getting sucked in by music when music is 
written by imperfect people in sinful 
circumstances. Do you want to be vulnerable to 
that kind of thing? Put the barrier up... Even 
when you’re dancing. Most music is propaganda, 
remember. Arguably all music, actually, but I 
don’t want to put the bar so high you give up on 
all music altogether. 

THE PIXIES - BROKEN FACE (1988, USA) 

I like the Pixies. They help me to feel better 
when I want to cringe. “I got a broken face, 
uhuh, uhu oww” ME TOO I HAVE BROKEN 
EACE TOO no matter how much I try to save 
face thats the way I feel. I forgot... that music 
could be like that. That it could say something 
about you and make you feel better about 
yourself. Even if it is kind of nonsense. There is 
nonsense all around. As a kid you get it. I think I 
get it again now and like it. 

I just didnt get into that Gigantic song much 
because, is it about a big dick? Is that offensive 
[or, in robot voice, PROB-LEM-AT-IG as the 
ethico-calculators say?] Grr. 

HEADLESS CHICKENS - 
GASRANKINSTATION (1991, NZ) 

Sort of like poverty porn, deeply uncomfortable 
just watching this guy who pumps gas (petrol) all 
day and comes home to drink beer and watch the 
news with a frown on his face. At the end there’s 
these art people with puppets and shit like, do 



they all go to art school and make films about the 
regular working people to criticise the system 
and just rub it in gleefully. AGITATE like the 
good sloganeering leftists they may be, that 
working life can be so toilsome? Someone must 
well make sure that people realise the value and 
human cost of work but ahh, maybe it just hits 
too close to home for me. I’ll give it to them that 
at least it’s real and it’s a good tune but in the end 
I dunno what they’re uniting for. There’s a split 
between them and their subject that makes me 
uncomfortable. It has heaps of artistic merit, yes, 
but the merit of art is not everything. But 
anyhow, who knows? I reckon I'm better off for 
having heard it, still. Maybe everyone should 
hear it and see the video. 

THE CHILLS - I LOVE MY LEATHER 
JACKET (198?, DUNEDIN, NZ) 

I used to not like this much. But I like it for the 
same reason I disliked it before, it’s superficial, 
and descriptive of a basic feeling, it’s a reminder 
of taking solace in small things, that’s all. Also 
he wears the jacket all the time, simple n nice, 
must have time to think about more profound 
things. There are faults in this song but I cbf. 

CHRIS KNOX - NOT GIVEN LIGHTLY 
(1989, NZ) 

Beautiful song but you gotta wonder why he’s 
divorced from that lady it’s about. Get yr moods 
under control (I mean actually, you don’t have to 
not have moods or feelings, just, deal with your 
shit, don’t put it on others in your care). “Moods 
won’t let these arms embrace you.” Don’t ask for 
time to prove yourself to the person you already 
married (in my opinion), should’ve done that 
before considering yourself worthy of marrying 
the woman. “It’s more than what it might be,” 
God. Right. But it’s not good enough. Is this not 
sorcery... the work of an enchanter, this five 
minute spectacular song in leiu of the day to day 
duty of being a husband? “I need your body,, 
your mind and your emotions, shed me your tears 
till I drown in your ocean...” Ghrist. I dunno. 

“It’s only cliche to get across this feeling...” 
“Everything I say is truuuueeee”... God, you’ve 
got to say that? Are you sure it’s true? 


Through repetition, hypnotism, he gets away 
with it. I used to wonder why this song wasn’t 
the biggest song, why people didn’t flock to it, 
but I reckon a fair few people, with ordinary 
good sense, would’ve got some bad vibes from it. 
“When we’re alone I cannot always face you..” 
Ghrist. You can’t face your woman? Nice song 
but., something wrong if you need to sing to face 
her respectfully. 

I mean I don’t wanna be some kind of 
psychological abuser singing his praises in one 
zine and writing him off in the other. I said, he 
TRIES, he tries to comprehend the world, to 
express love, to find love. He tries so much, and 
with such beauty! I’ll give him that. He cares. 
He’s probably not a bad guy. I’m not a 
judgemental arsehole. I enjoy the song still. It's 
just a song. 

The song hasn’t changed since then, it’s just my 
point of view that changed. I used to gloss over 
lyrics, now I take them at face value and use my 
head. It’s not sacred. Good to be able to do a 180 
in how you view something when you grow up. 
Then 180 back. See both sides. 


KILLING JOKE - MONEY IS NOT OUR 
GOD (1990, USA) 

It’s rare that you get a blatantly political, 
ideological song that still sounds good. It comes 
firmly from that true fundamentalist, neutral love 
core. “The best things in life are free, I own the 
waves and the fresh air.” Money is not Our God. 
A positive political stance framed in pure 
negation. What is our God is a difficult question 
but what is not our God we can perhaps agree on. 
“Do you grovel to your master, do you beg like a 
dog?” That’s in equal reference to the 
wage/salary slaves and the groveling religious 
folks, I think. God, please, oh God, please, if I’ve 
done anything wrong... Eorgive me! Bless me! 
Ahhh! Eorget it, God’s right here, in the action. 

In your real, surrendered broken heart. 

That empty space that’s opening up to be filled 
by your faith-decision. “Life expressed in 
matter... is a blasphemy.” 



“Will you cash in all your shares for God’s clean 
air?” God’s asking. Will you give that up for me? 
If you see that there is hurt, won’t you hear the 
voice of God? You have the right, the birthright, 
to the planet. Your life... Well, rights are a 
human construct. You have the right to... 
nothing. All of this... a gift. A divine privilege to 
have a body. As it is a gift and not a neutral 
matter of fact, keep your little heart close. 

I’m not saying like, get rid of industry and shit... 
Like cash in all shares.. Just all shares (actually 
maybe? I dunno, would the govt, the ppl step in 4 
essentials, no big corps? Kool I guess). Like I 
don’t trust extinction rebellion type people to run 
shit if the levels or power are messed with (but., 
but maybe other people would step in?). You 
need to have some respect for industry, for 
workers. Need to establish that. A realism, 
solidness. 

LIST OF KARAOKE SONGS @ FANTASY 
PLANET GOONSAXMAS ??/12/20 

Tia Tamara Ain’t Neva 

Rage Against The Machine 

I’m Not Sick But I’m Not Well 

Bloodhound Gang You n Me Baby Ain’t Nothing 

But Mammals... 

Just Wanna Rock, DJ! 

Kicker Gonspiracy The Fall 
Smoothe Santana 
Beast of Burden Rolling Stones 
The Way I Am MM 
B.Y.O.B. S. O.A.D. 

Don’t You Love Me Baby? Don’t You Love Me 
Ohhhhh 

Dreams Fleetwood 
Young Thugg 

Razar Taskforce played quietly while we whisper 
23'''* Talley Riley [what does that mean?] 

[Each whisper something we like about the 
police?] 


PHONE NOTE 20/12/19 

You don’t have to feel other’s emotions. I used to 
think you should literally feel them, almost 
punish yourself - that that was empathy. In some 
societies, like the pagan village in Midsommar 
(LFSA? Sweden? 2019) or the communist 


revolution, [emotionally] enmeshed was the 
norm and the solution for your personal ills (your 
or others) was to fulfil duties to the collective 
[in-group] and lose yourself in it (thought reform 
book [Thought Reform and the Psychology of 
Totalism, Robert J Lifton]). You won’t get far 
thinking like a collectivist in a pluralist, 
individualist society though, unless you join a 
cult or have a perfect group to be part of [and/or 
have clear boundaries between who is in/out... or 
be very sensitive to discern who’s on the same 
level... or willing to risk being stripped naked 
and destitute by all the sharks out there]. 

The Farewell (Ghina, 2019) east vs. west 
[theme]. Nothing has meaning without other 
people, without a system. You take pleasure in 
calculated self-discipline to keep everything 
harmonious, especially for the elderly. Everyone 
agrees on a ‘truth’, but emotions are masked and 
repression/fakery is a cognitive load [a big 
burden for the Ghinese-American daughter, 
anyhow... they say she doesn’t understand, she 
can’t control her emotions, but they do to share 
the burden, to take it off grandma]. The existence 
of this film is evidence the east is coming to 
terms individualism. The west must come to 
terms with collectivism. There are reasons both 
styles of relating exist, and if the two were 
combined, all psychological needs and social 
harmony would arise. I tend towards valuing 
mass gathering, discipline, appearances but have 
learned to return to valuing individualism. 

There’s also a kind of collectivism in the west. 

"We have conformist culture, marriage, cults etc. 
Tony Abbot [Battlelines], “why would you hate 
yourself” Same reasoning as Chinese patriots. 

“We are Ghinese, so say nothing bad about 
Ghina”, says grandma [and the Royal Family... 
patriarchies and royalty formed the substitution 
for the state, for the west, in theory, traditionally. 
The Ghinese revolution was as much of a 
rejection of strict family loyalties as it was of 
bourgeois., something or other, outsiders, profit. 
They carried some of the sense of discipline for 
the wider group over to the revolution, though, 
and now incorporate traditional values and the 
idea of Ghina as one big family into their mass 
culture national narrative]. 



Need a collective for optimal health, self- 
actualisation. Crossover between arts n psych 
discusses identity diffusion and such in bpd 
[borderline personality disorder], creativity in 
bipolar and add, difficulty reading 
people/implicit meanings in autism. Identity 
confusion crux of much interpersonal suffering, 
‘science’ will not save us. 

Increasingly, work on mental health and 
relationships is seen as near constant need. That 
need is met by psychs, mental health finding, 
welfare, but absence of decent social support 
impedes recovery and traps people in illness 
identities. A combination of healthy relatedness 
and cultural expression is ideal. 

I find that Christianity gives some balance 
between collective and individual need. Society 
should be like a church supporting the voluntary 
transformation of individuals, providing 
resources as needed (2 Corinthians). I don’t have 
perfect clarity and health, inside, but I have 
meaning, I have hope. 

Something that happened when I got high on 
Robitussin was that depression, cringe and 
anxiety almost disappeared. I walked around the 
city in the early am with homeless people 
around, with cops [around], with a friend of 
mine, and felt no fear and no compulsion. I felt 
how I imagined ‘normal’ felt. It was an erasure of 
status. Something like a warm potato on the 
inside instead of a pinecone. 

When low status people feel good for once, they 
can find themselves indifferent to the symbols 
usually indicative of hierarchical logic, or make a 
careless mockery of them. It doesn’t matter if 
your biological functions are fine, if you’re not 
hurting anyone, the incapacity or unwillingness 
to grasp social meaning and power is enough to 
make people afraid for or of you [even if you can 
grasp physical cause-and-effect and uphold basic 
morals... the psychs don’t quiz you on that stuff, 
it’s all about, how worried people are. And also 
the physical effects on your brain on substances]. 

I heard the very rich and very poor come round 
in a circle where they just don’t give a fuck 
anymore. They act like they own shit, regardless 


of what people think (from working class hero to 
middle class disgrace [book]) 

For a while, they [the poor n insane] mentally 
operate in the headspace of people who are rich 
and unselfconscious, oblivious to the reality of 
their own social status and the meaning their 
babble or their ranting gets across. Open-minded, 
egalitarian people don’t know what to do here. 
Some give support (yay wokey[?]) while some 
make the tough call to wake them up to the 
horrible reality via psychiatry. There is a 
tendency in atheists [presumed atheists in 
arts/music scenes] for permissiveness around 
drugs, schizo-ey talk and impulsive behavior but 
an intolerance for things that are vulnerable, that 
cross the line into clinical significance, that 
expose the precipice of insanity they are too 
close to [in theory]. With Christians it was more, 
“you are entitled to your own opinion, lay off the 
drugs tho, stay away from idiots” [they 
integrate/accept their schizophrenia somehow]. 
The atheists responded to that like, “you’re 
insensitive” and “you’re [they’re] not well” This 
is just a gneralisation but a handy illustration 
[ahh also I was not well, and my sample size of 
ppl I am talking about was small] 

[and who is really insane? Tough - minded, liberal, 
goal directed Christians or sensitive, ompathctic, 
accidentally - authoritarian - social - mat e rialist 
[presumed] atheists? False dichotomy] 

The arrogant rich are just as in denial of class 
[deranged], but stay stuck up [manic, shameless, 
oblivious of worry around them] because their 
material and social reality permits their existence 
to make sense. It’s not until these supports are 
torn from under them that the proud are made 
humble. They are as fundamentally fragile, 
subconsciously aware of the social fabrications 
their feelings of carefree superiority rest on, but 
will likely stay stabilised in their insanity until 
they get themselves into a mess [ego-destroying 
eg. losing a war] or someone kills them (opal 
movie guy [Uncut Gems, 2019], trump). The 
arrogant and powerful are not excluded here 
either - natural born killers, for example, or just 
plain stuck up arseholes. 



MORE ON REVOLUTIONS 


The outer revolutions stultify the potential for 
inner revolutions, creating a mass of similar 
people under one doctrine of conflict between 
groups of haves and have-nots. All that is left is 
fear and nothingness. This is the conservative’s 
ground for scepticism of the left, I think. 

The left sees that force is in the fabric of society, 
force and coercion, blackmailing people 
physically and emotionally to do things they 
don’t want to, to meet basic needs, that are not 
directly connected to the creation or cultivation 
of those basic needs. There will be no inner 
revolutions, or ones that will matter to anybody 
in need, unless there is a counter-force. A clumsy 
counter-force it is, though. It can sweep away the 
good and the bad. 

This apparent problem of ‘both sides being bad’ 
is only stopped by listening to a doctrine which 
has both inner and outer revolution/evolution and 
responsibility for all to change inside and out. 
Flexible playfulness with a heart of seriousness 
towards all and an assessment of what people can 
handle in any given moment. No attachment to 
excessive pride over labels or heritage. 

No emotional blackmail, either. You think you 
know what you want, but you don’t. Say that the 
state becomes like a utopian high tech 
communist machine that detects suffering and 
gives people everything they want... Where does 
it go from there? More trash filling the world and 
conflicting wants and desires. Ungodly glitches 
in the machine like those deranged computer 
game ones you laugh at. Desire must be 
regulated. Listened for, not assumed. Calculated, 
to the extent that is needed to be fair. 


CHARMPIT - WILD WILD WESTFIELD, 
FREE THE ‘BURBS, BRIDGES GO BURN, 
MARGOT 



Illustration 8: Half of Charmpit 


I thought I would dislike this band based on the 
name. I was wrong. It cheered me up, it was kind 
of clever, it was wholesome, meaningful lyrics. 
Music with social utility. Sure, it’s punk-as- 
religion, academic-infused, perhaps superficially 
cheerful, cartoonish, a bit cheesy... yeah, cheesy. 
But cheese is good sometimes. It’s a bit more 
cool than cheesy too. What does it mean to be a 
suburban progressive female? “I may be 
stranded, but we re-branded... This mall is my 
land, this mall is your land.” They sing in Wild 
Wild Westfield. All these collective spaces, they 
can be made into art. Glen Schenau does it with 
his ‘ironic’ McDonalds, Dominos fandom, his 
backward channel 7 logo art, the urban 
commercial landscapes, the man on the news 
restrained by a milk crate on his head. Charmpit 
does it from the perspective of childlike ‘best 
femmes forever’. Make the most of the 
sameness, the attempt to be controlled by 
corporations with a bit of sardonic wit. It is a real 
critique or? Well, you can sort of see the clash 
between the mall image and their image and their 
behaviours. When it comes down to it they’re not 
going to be the guys with guns outside protecting 





it from looting, you know? They’ll probs love it 
one second and watch it burn the next (I’m 
writing this after seeing Minneapolic burn via 
Insta, Twitter... sure it’s Minneapolis but what 
does that mean? We all have Targets, Westfields, 
McDonalds, that sort of thing). These girls are 
from America and live in London, the main two. 

I learned this all from an article in a London 
online zine called God Is In The TV, written by 
somebody called Colin Bond, it’s not a bad 
publication. TV, we have TV too. Remember TV 
bringing us together but degrading us? Love/hate 
it. 

I do wonder if we could preserve some supply 
chains, some products, in a revolution, and show 
gratitude but not servility/surrender necessarily, 
just you know, neutrally describe how the system 
should be restructured to ensure everyone gets 
what they need. Like do they think about how 
malls are made, how incredible and weird it is 
that they exist? Hmm, I’m sure they do, that 
doesn’t preclude fun, does it? They studied 
community organising, or something. 

Learn all the technologies of bread making, make 
lots of bread n butter but man doesn’t live off 
bread alone, you know? Or malls alone, or 
boutiques, or art, or whatever, commercial 
novelty. Every conservative knows you can’t take 
for granted your cultural heritage. The built 
structures, the sober work, the repetition, the 
dullness (or loving contentedness, to be not 
cynical). You’re not the decoration, the reason it 
exists., or are we? I guess we’re the target 
market. But we don’t have money? So we’re not 
really. “In the maaallll... Where the samples are 
free like you and me,” It’s more like., a rat 
anthem? A butterfly anthem? I mean I’m no 
workhorse/mule but I uh, identify with them, 
with the seriousness. Some indifference to the 
femme decorations. But wtf am I even talking 
about? The world is so divorced from substance 
nowadays, the post-industrial world - we need 
social truth, a social base. They are making, 
building that. The work mules need beauty, need 
culture, need social life, need love and 
playfulness too. We’re not just riding on their 
backs being mall rats. We are the base too. 

A Hillsong ex-tradie used a metaphor from TAPE 
where they would build a house and the 


instructor would jump on it and if it fell apart, 
you failed, and if it stuck you passed, and it was 
the same with a church - you want good social 
foundations. Nowadays I think more about trees, 
swirly, flexible things than built ‘masc’ structures 
nowadays. All that stuff... not so invested in, 
after moping about housing prices and shit like 
that, moping about being a girl, feeling useless. 
Ah, who cares about the toil. I’m not burdened 
by the working man’s toil. It’s all unnatural, 
plastic, changeable (...with hard work and play). 

A tree is the bible metaphor - every branch that 
doesn’t bear fruit (good life-giving actions n 
words) will be cut off. So is.... A house being 
built in the rock vs. a house built on sand. We see 
many many houses built on sand and it’s no 
wonder they are burning and collapsing. That we 
make fun of them, dance on them, 
misappropriate them. 

You can see social and academic discourse 
reflected in their songs. Bridges Go Burn. When 
I wrote about the Friendsters Revenge Is The 
Best Revenge, Drain My Blood (more guilty 
Catholics, I’ve read) I said that the music was 
inspiring to women, like, we can stand up for 
ourselves, it’s not like we’re stuck being married 
slaves keeping the peace. This song is like the 
soft, surf rock, harmonious version of that 
message reflecting the culture of cutting off, 
letting go, de-platforming, anarchist self-care. It’s 
a nice soft, harmonising tone sung by the duo 
like, “I’m gonna burn that bridge.... When I get 
to iiiit... ” It’s so cute and cartoony, though. 

“You ’re steppin ’ on my tongue now, making me 
doubt myself now.. Getting in my heeaad... ” We 
have executive control as much as people who 
ignore us and don’t satisfy us do! Don’t need to 
argue, just need to say, “I don’t like this 
conversation.” And leave. 

The line, “Better bitter than deep fried!!” 
Reflects the tendency of women (or men, or 
workers) to hang around despite chronic stress 
(Drain My Blood attests... “I’m not afraid to die 
when I feel like I am dead”) for some reason 
(many possible reasons). I don’t like bitter, I 
don’t think bitter is good enough (do not let the 
sun go down on your anger, the bible says) and 
the high drama of the Friendsters makes a much 
better story - it hints more at justice, a real 



apocalyptic ‘fight’ - but as Tupac said, sometimes 
it’s better to leave the pieces and stop analysing it 
all. You can also find room in yourself to forgive 
when you are well. “Babe I know that you’ve 
been trollin’me... ” Trust your gut. “Get over 
yourself goodbye! ” The song also has a warmth 
that reminds me of skate punk and folk punk, like 
I got my best friends and i’m not afraid to say 
fuck you, let’s go skateboarding kind of thing. A 
punk exodus. 

It may be collectivist but it withdraws into 
individualism (whatever that means, bear with 
me using imperfect terms, it seems like it means 
something enough to write that). “I was told To 
distance myself from a situation When it makes 
me nervous But I don't want distance When 
distance always seems to be the thing That 
comes and hurts us... ” The Goon Sax sing in We 
Can’t Win. I reckon We Can’t Win is the real, 
universal human reality at the moment, you can’t 
fully resolve it, but you can be tough. These 
Charmpit girls get things done. Organisers who 
bonded over uni strikes, probably pretty ruthless 
with their politics. They yell, too! “Snip, snip, cut 
cut!” That’s a song called Dyed and Gone to 
Hairven. Hair and people alike? Hmmm. (or am I 
stereotyping them as tough, intimidating left¬ 
wingers? It’s not right, they are sweet). 

It’s really in the moment but through the eyes of 
the ‘other’, the critic, the defiant, healthy 
teenager. But it’s all calculated, clever, a 
deliberate protest at the same time through the 
eyes of smart strategists. “Walking down the 
streeeet, all the eyes on meeeee... YOU LOOK 
GREAT, GOOD JOB, YOU LOVE YOUR 
HEALTH”, they yell, indicating that’s how they 
are ‘supposed’ to feel, according to the 
mainstream. They’re at the beach, that famous 
L.A. one, they hand their guitars to sunbathing 
girls who hold it like, “huhh what’s this” for a 
second, which is funny, then they start playing 
them. Dancing at the mall. It’s this big, 
bombastic, screaming, I TAKE UP SPACE 
HERE, I (RE)DEFINE THE HIERARCHY 
thing, I TURN THE HIERARCHY UPSIDE 
DOWN, relishing the physical presence, the 
safety in spiritual bonds. YOU listen to ME now. 
But I’m also totally harmless (unless you let 
yourself be spiritually offended). 



Illustration 9: Cute guest guitarists 


Another video, they get EVEN YOUNGER in 
spirit, with a song about a TODDLER called 
Margot. “No such thing as a neoliberal baby, 
ever baby’s a natural born punk!” They sing. 

The people are dancing, even doing the robot in 
some art institution looking place. (Of course 
what comes to mind for me is, “To enter the 
Kingdom of God, you must be born again, like a 
little child”. Punk is a religion parallel to 
Christianity.) How do they get so much damn 
energy? Is it REAL? Do I believe in it? I don’t 
quite believe fully but I could sing along. What if 
they had, actual power? They sound powerful. Is 
it SSRI’s? (dark humour..) How can anyone be 
that happy? I think, I think I can believe it (no 
meds), just need a little daring. I’ve got that 
hyper, ADHD side of me, that can work as a 
strength. I can let things go, distract myself with 
pretty colours and singing. Hit rock bottom and 
come out grateful for basic surroundings and 
relationships. I think? I thought maybe I’d fried 
my nervous system a bit with the drinking, 
robitussin and ritalin but maybe it’s just that I 
stopped listening to melodic surf rock? And 
music in general? Nah I’m just grown up more, 
been trying to be ‘focused’. But on what? What’s 
that mean? I can love the child now, I think. They 
love that baby Margot. Margot’s not waiting in 
the car or placed into the hands of strangers 
while Mummy makes her big serious music 
video. Margot is in the centre (I don’t even know 
if it’s their kid, or if they are cisgender... let’s 
just imagine). That seems right to me. Haha, she 
is even sitting on what looks like a conference 
room table, starting to crawl down the length of it 
while four friends lean in, blow her hair, smile at 
her. 







They have another song called FREE THE 
BURBS. The suburbs. It’s a nice happy riff and 
sung anthemically by the female duo. “I want to 
believe, you’ll come back for me.. ” Remember 
that Arcade Eire song The Suburbs? I heard it 
somehow and I lived in the suburbs. Well, I wish 
I’d heard this song instead. “Free the ‘barbs, 
when you’re too big for this town. ” Something 
that makes me giggle a bit, is this contrasted with 
‘T don’t wanna be here” by LOOKIPOND, Matt 
Kennedy’s re-release of his 2005 solitary teenage 
album from the Gold Coast/Cold Ghost. Setlists 
include (in lower case), yard, creek, houses, 
stranger, pikelets, couches, kitchen’s floor. The 
cover is just all red and a slightly crouching back 
of an army man, who is looking at nothing. It’s 
like he has the character, the desire for duty of an 
army man but the environment around is just like 
!!!!?!nothing?!! 


Guess it’s the difference between femme and 
masc suburban experience and having good 
friends and education/socialisation. How much 
fun can two girls have? But then again, these 
girls moved to London and went to... American 
college, a social experience. Not much of that 
kind of thing here. They pursued opportunities 
and came back to suburbia with a kind of 
vengeance. You can have fun here. I also like the 
flashbacks to 90s and 00s brightly coloured kid 
consumerism (the consumerism isn’t bad because 
now everyone can afford the shit, even Ghinese 
sweatshop workers). Everyone can afford a blow 
up palm tree plastic shit thing, some glitter 
eyeshadow, that kind of shit. I mean it’s still a 


waste, bad for environment, but it sort of 
represents something, you know. Savour the shit. 
The small social harmonies. Eussing over each 
other, singing, all the little things, that’s the base, 
the social base. I should add also that I do believe 
the suburbs have potential for masculine self- 
actualisation, there is a battle going on in 
families and workplaces, there is a lot of space 
out there to do things, there is a lot going on 
under the surface, it’s just a matter of people 
coming together and culture being visible. 

I’ve just come to realise, I don’t know what 
female enthusiasm looks like a lot of the time. 
Apart from the big pop stars who have their 
obvious ego trips. I don’t see women/femmes 
yelling around here, projecting their being out... 
It’s happy and nice and angry. I imagine like, a 
lot of guys get to feel that magnitude of being. 
But there’s not the fullness and nurturing fleshing 
it out, or the harmonising, you know? It’s just 
like ARHGHGHGH bang bang bang and I’m 
sure it’s fun, it feels powerful. I half envy it but 
sort of am repulsed by it (when with ego)? GRRL 
POWER, These girls, they are distant to me, 
mildly intimidating perhaps but also like, they’d 
probably talk to you with a motherly interest? 

The spirit of a mother, that’s it. IT’s not ME ME 
ME, it’s US... being, talking, love gently 
growing the love like yeast in a batch of hard 
dough. The revolution doesn’t come out ready¬ 
made and hard like a bunch of bros building a 
house (yes it is US too, moreso than a lot of 
femme stuff, I enviously note BUT...). The 
metaphor of dough... that’s from the bible. The 
other test (similar to the Hillsong guy’s TAEE 
test)... can you eat it and not end up sick? Does 
it always protect? Or at least, everybody decides 
on the collective calculated risk with a bit of fun? 





















Generalising rambling... The spirit of a father... 
that’s something else but I’ll go into the arms of 
women, under the wing of mother hens, when the 
spirit of the father is broken. The mother... the 
round things, are inside, like the earth is inside, 
we nurture life inside, carry the world, the future 
inside of us as a burden to us, while testes... 

They hang outside like a liability. Vulnerability. 
Now of course, the womb is a great liability for 
us women as individuals but also the greatest 
gift? Ughhhhh am I so sure of that. I’m no 
mother, but this, this theoretical capacity to 
nurture life inside ourselves, at our cost, as an 
absolute necessity for the continuation of the 
species... That bestows intrinsic worth. I might 
not buy the snapback to femme after masc punk 
domination but it’s worth aligning yourself with 
this. Developing that side of yourself, taking 
women seriously, and children seriously, and 
your own femininity seriously (and masculinity, 
too you know? The genders are not that 
different... Inside. And we don’t want to see too 
much of a polarisation of the genders, you 
know?) Am I infantilising women? Nah we do it 
ourselves but our strength is in our lack of 
shame, in knowing the innate value we carry. Our 
dignity, our judgement, our wisdom, the innate 
value of what we represent. That makes us 
properly adult, and worth listening to. Come on, 
come back to me, come to Mummy. >:D Haha 
what does that mean? I dunno, I just thought it 
would be funny to write. 

The most obvious comparison of Charmpit 
would be to Clag. Both shouldered the twee label 
but maintain their work is socially subversive 
and that is the main thing. Coincidentally, Free 
the Burbs video has goldfish in it and Clag has a 
song called Goldfish (off Manufacturing Resent). 
They even have their drummer (an Englishman 
called Alex) dressed as a goldfish! 

Twee as derogatory doesn’t really fit. Some of 
the things are twee, like uh, some of the dancing, 
sometimes, but they are not delicate. 

Appearances are deceptive. Softness is tough, 
more practical often. We’re talking about social 
relevance, spiritual power not military strength. 
Soft power. How much pain are you actually 
holding inside, talking out, managing, to be able 
to be so soft, hmm? Ever think about that? And 


the happiness coursing through us... how much 
softness can hold, yield, but how it might be that 
little bit harder to reach that intensity of 
stimulation, energy and self-importance? If you 
know our bodies, you should know this. And you 
should love the happiness of a woman more than 
anything. And for me, I think, well it must be 
harder for men to feel calm and yielding in 
sadness... But they must feel that calmness, 
power that comes from muscle tone, circulation, 
basic sense of security and independence in the 
world. I reckon, both genders should nurture both 
sides. I’m rambling ad generalising now. 

How many people seem to be trolling by default? 
How many people take anything seriously? I 
mean without turning into creeps? Trolling 
without being creeps? That’s the main thing. 
Understanding the conflict but being good., 
involved but good. Salt and light of the earth. 
Look at Clag @ 4zzz Market Day 1996... “Get a 
haircut yourself hippy!” Totally deflects, calmly, 
nicely, with inner authority? 

And do us women take our womanhood seriously 
or are we a bit playful, a bit teasing, a bit punk 
when we perform femininity in a way that 
annoys People? That doesn’t seem tough, cool, 
clever and courageous but really is? I really 
appreciate this band, for their apparent love and 
lack of shame. 

VERTICAL + HORIZONTAL 

The cross is vertical and horizontal. Charmpit 
(the leftist activist punk band) mentioned being 
horizontal, Martyn lies (the ACL guy, ‘right 
wing’) mentioned being vertical - i.e. in service, 
as a mentality allowing you to not be distracted 
and addicted, in the context of a discussion 
between Christian men leaders about porn. Like 
what is actually useful? 

Vertical draws away from sin into usefulness and 
self-control/thoughtful interaction, horizontal 
covers other’s sins through love, drawing to the 
centre of love and groundedness (God). Where 
the axis, two axis meet (however you say it). 
That’s the sweet spot of culture, is it not? 



THE SHIVERING TRUTH (ADULT SWIM, 
USA, 2020) 

I can barely take in and recount the horror so I 
will skim the surface. He wanted a dream girl, he 
went to the shop and there was a high school 
crush replica but then they wheeled out the mum 
doll. He took the mum home because he was 
guilty. The mum... the mum was sexual and 
vulnerable and yammering. It was creepy. He 
ended up living with the mum and the mum laid 
an egg and hundreds of tiny mums leaving tiny 
casseroles around the house came out. They 
clean up and would all say, “Oh don’t worry. I’m 
just a mum.” The man had... worms on his chest 
smelling the death. From before he got the mum 
doll. Um it turned out the mum doll ended up 
dying and being eaten by the chest worms and, 
he met the high school crush, who had an arm for 
a penis and he didn’t have a penis and they both 
were together in the end. I think. Um I guess it 
means that, there are mother wounds from 
miserable mothers projecting sexual and 
emotional dissatisfaction and hideous strength of 
generosity on to us and, we really, just want 
someone of the opposite sex who really is just as 
much of our sex, who is basically the same or 
different underneath but with complimentary 
differences, like an arm penis vs. no genitals? 

The next episode had a man with floating knives 
pointed at his head that he couldn’t see, that 
everyone else could see, including a psychiatrist, 
but he was too happy/numb/uncaring to see or 
the knives would just hide themselves. He went 
to try to free a crumpled car saying that it’s going 
to blow and the female car said that he should 
stop ‘mansplaining’. He eventually admitted that 
like, he just put a nail on the road or something to 
create a problem to solve to make himself feel 
important because of his inherent envy of 
women’s ability to nurture life, and need to feel 
important. And she admitted that she was making 
problems too somehow. They both wanted the 
same thing... but via different ways. They are 
both fucked. And he is trying to free himself by 
trying to ‘help’ her, by pulling at her... she is 
inherently a car wreck, you see, with arms. She 
never actually blows. She is just perpetually a 
vulnerable looking car wreck. He is held in the 
arms of the vulnerable car wreck. It is a great 
moment of his life. Uhh... I could say this is all 


self-evident. The meaning of all this. But I can’t 
be sure. 


THANK YOU XOX 

ps. this was written speed free! 



Illustration 10: Mitch P - Guppy - pic 
unrelated to last article 




